As sound and light As Nada and JyotL Within me waters a tremble Dance and strand in five fold hum In a graceful kapalam. Be this so Be this so Tyaagaraaja boho boho!
(Then Pritvi Hums)
Don't you know My Lotus Feet
With Ever Open petals
Never thaw' d by ice or ire
Upborne on my forehead
Part yours Part Mine;
And how I grieved, heaved,
In that conjugate of Time,
When you lifted my petal-soft
And placed it on the hard black stone
Heavy as tungsten!,
Distracting my leering eye
By some Arundati, know you not?
Lotus bed is selene, serene,
On the forehead moon 'of moons!
Chandramamanasojataha!
MAY YOU KNOW ME PRITVI!
MAY YOU KNOW YOUR PRITVI!!
Voice from Above
Be not perturbed; Quake not, tremor not; Bum not, boil not; All the stars are for you.n
